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Summary: 


Alex has an encounter with a mysterious masked man who 
bears more than a passing resemblance to him. AlexArcanus. 


Behind the Mask 


Behind the Mask 


This is pure crack and completely insane. It's Alex x Arcanus. 
Yes, you read that right. 


Slight spoilers for Dark Dawn... but it only spoils the identity 
of Arcanus. Frankly you should be able to know who he is 
just by looking, but might as well warn. Also a little spoiler 
on the true relationship between Alex and Mia. 


Camelot owns Golden Sun. 


Alex was currently sitting in an inn, sipping from a mug of 
frothy ale. He sighed in pleasure as the cool liquid coursed 
down his throat and a warm sensation filled his body. He 
wondered how his unwitting pawns were doing right now on 
their mission to get the lighthouses lit and hoped that it 
would not be long. What were they doing right now? Alex 
might have hung around them some more to make sure they 
were getting on with the task as quickly as possible but he 
had grown tired of the old sage's incessant rambling. It 
never occurred to him that he was just as prone to talking 
too much at times and thus he was a hypocrite. He even 
liked to talk to himself. 


The door opened and then shut. Alex curiously glanced over 
his shoulder and was struck by the strange appearance of 
this newcomer. He appeared to be a young man with long, 
flowing blue locks, clad in a white robe with a cape at his 
back. The most interesting thing about this man, apart from 
the glistening blue hair, was the opera mask worn over part 


of his face. As Alex continued to stare, the masked man 
strode toward the table where he sat and without asking, 
pulled up a chair and sat down, meeting his stare. The 
Mercury Adept noticed that his single visible eye was blue. 


"| would normally get annoyed at anyone who was rude 
enough to sit at my table without asking, not to mention 
that | am wholly antisocial," Alex said, "but you seem 
intriguing enough that it doesn't matter. Judging by your 
blue hair, | assume you are a water Adept?" 


The masked man just smiled as if amused. "You don't 
recognise me, Alex?" The voice was deep and velvety like 
Alex's. 


Alex raised a slender blue eyebrow. "Should I? Come to think 
of it, you do look like | might thirty years after getting owned 
by a rock on a sinking mountain." He blinked and shook his 
head, wondering why on earth he had said something so 
incredibly random. 


"We do have our similarities," said the masked man. "You 
may call me Arcanus." 


"Arcanus... | don't usually stoop so low as to compliment 
other people, but | must comment on your hair," said Alex. 
"It is truly magnificent. | might even dare to say it is as 
beautiful as my own." 


"Thank you. | work very hard to make my hair look perfect at 
all times and | know you do too," said Arcanus, placing his 
hands on the table. 


Alex's eyes dropped and he noticed the fingernails. "Oh my," 
he quietly spoke. "Your nails are in pristine condition." Since 
he wore gloves all the time, he wasn't even sure how his 
nails were and immediately felt ashamed. He could take 


precious time to care for his hair, but not his nails? This man 
would surely be disgusted with him. Not that Alex even 
cared if people were disgusted with him anyway. 


"| give myself a manicure pretty often," Arcanus said. "I 
suppose you don't really bother to care for them, am | 
right?" 


Alex nodded. It was deeply shameful to actually admit to 
having a fault but he felt he could trust this man and he 
wasn't going to go off and tell everyone that he was a dirty, 
unclean fingernail neglecter. 


"Would you like me to give you a manicure?" asked Arcanus. 


"Huh?" Alex regarded him with a surprised expression. "You 
would really do that?" 


"Well, you will have to learn sooner or later," Arcanus told 
him. "Especially if you want to be as fabulous as | am." He 
reached out and flipped back his hair. 


Alex drained the rest of the ale and wiped his mouth. "I 
suppose | could go for a manicure." 


"Let's get a room then." Arcanus rose from the chair and 
approached the counter where the innkeeper was on duty. 
He handed over the coins and the two walked upstairs to 
their room. 


The two of them sat in chairs across from each other and 
Arcanus took a manicure kit from his pocket. Alex pulled off 
his gloves, examining his nails. They weren't too bad, since 
he did wear gloves, but he still felt they could be better. 


"Let's begin." Arcanus took one of Alex's hands and 
brandished a nail file. 


"So, why don't you tell me about yourself?" Alex suggested. 


"Oh, there isn't a lot to tell," Arcanus said evasively, filing 
away at Alex's nails until they were a smooth, round shape. 
"| came from a little village. Ended up making my childhood 
friend hate my guts. I'm not really a people person actually. | 
just like using them." 


“Goodness, we have a lot in common." Alex raised a slender 
blue eyebrow. There was something really strange about this 
Arcanus person. Could their similarities really just be a 
coincidence? "I'm from a village called Imil and my 
childhood friend hates me too because | lit the lighthouse 
we were supposed to be guarding." 


Arcanus didn't really seem to be paying attention as he was 
so absorbed in filing Alex's nails. He certainly seemed to be 
enjoying the mundane task. 


"Don't tell anyone, but I'm actually out to claim ultimate 
power," Alex whispered conspirationally, as if people might 
be listening in. "That's why | want the lighthouses to be lit, 
so that | can get the Golden Sun. Then I'm, like, going to 
take over the world and stuff. You don't mind, do you?" 


Arcanus looked up and Alex could have sworn that he had a 
pitying expression on his face. 


"I used to be cocky and overconfident like you and | became 
rather careless as a result," said Arcanus, shaking his head. 
"I'll never make that mistake again. Okay, I'm done filing 
your nails. Say, would you like some nail varnish? I've got 
some nice pastel colours available." He took out some 
bottles of nail varnish in an array of pastel shades of blue, 
pink and green. 


"The pink looks quite nice," Alex said. "What do you mean 
I'm cocky and overconfident?" 


Arcanus just smiled and unscrewed the bottle. "Alex, you 
really haven't figured out who | am yet, have you?" 


Alex remained silent, watching as Arcanus started to paint 
his nails. "If | was an insane person, | would think you were 
me from another time, but I'm not insane." 


The both of them stayed quiet while Arcanus painted Alex's 
nails. Soon, he was done. "Alex... | Know you have a scar on 
your lower back where you were attacked by a Mauler as a 
little boy." 


Alex jumped in his seat, his eyes widening. Yes, he did 
actually have a blemish on his not so perfect body, much as 
he hated to admit it. But how could Arcanus be aware of that 
fact? "Have you been spying on me?" 


Instead of answering directly, Arcanus stood up and 
removed his cape and robe until Alex had a view of his back. 
Alex gasped in shock seeing an identical scar on Arcanus's 
back, in the very same place as his own. 


"I also Know that you have a crush on Mia and that you like 
to cross-dress when nobody is around," said Arcanus. "Your 
worst fear is Jenna on her time of the month. Now do you 
believe that I really am you?" 


Alex swallowed thickly. "Wow. How is this possible? Why did 
you come to the past?" 


"| discovered this odd machine known as a plot device. It 
somehow sent me back in time." 


"Um, right..." 


"So, | figured | would take advantage of this opportunity. 
Alex... | Know how you feel about... well, certain things. Such 
as feeling that nobody is perfect enough for you to... ahem, 
have certain relations with." 


Alex stared at him with wide eyes. Was this some bizarre 
dream he was having? He was about to indignantly deny 
Arcanus's statement, before remembering he was actually 
talking to himself. It was really confusing. "Well, that's not 
completely true... Mia..." 


"Oh yeah, Mia? She's your cousin." 
"WHAT?" 


"I know, crazy right? It took three games for them to actually 
state that we were..." Arcanus broke off as Alex fell to the 
floor in a shuddering, crying heap. He had paid no attention 
to Arcanus's fourth wall breaking, choosing to instead be 
traumatised by the knowledge he and Mia were related. "I 
know it hurts. Would you like me to comfort you?" 


Alex raised his head and Arcanus reached out to caress his 
cheek. Then the masked man leaned over and pressed his 
lips to his in a deep embrace. Their arms wrapped around 
each other and they continued to kiss deeply for a long 
time. Then they started ripping at each other's clothes. 


Some time later, Alex and Arcanus walked out of the inn. 


"Well, | must be off," said Arcanus. "I would probably screw 
up the space-time continuum if | stayed here much longer." 


"I'll never forget this," Alex said. "So, do | manage to get the 
Golden Sun?" 


"Sorry, | can't tell you that. Farewell." Arcanus promptly 
warped out. 


Alex stared at the spot where he had stood for a long while. 
This had been an incredibly strange day for sure. He walked 
back to the inn, wondering why he would end up wearing 
half a mask. If it was supposed to be a disguise, then it was 
an incredibly bad one. 


